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	1. The First Hello

**Disclaimer: I do not own any of the characters or dragons from 'How to train you Dragon'**

* * *

><p>The most common occurrence on the Isle of Berk, other than arctic snow storms, flooding and the deadly hail storms, were dragon attacks. The residences of Berk were always ready for these attacks, never far from a weapon or short of courage to face the beasts. They were Vikings. They never fled, for they were too stubborn for that.<p>

Though not all of them fought dragons.

In one of the small houses located in the heart of the village, a man sat but his hearth and listened to the battle raging outside his door. He was called Rodan. He wore not armour but a plain red jerkin, covered by a black vest. He did not need armour for he was a healer, and healers do not kill. His wife was a true Viking, brave, proud and honourable Odin rest her soul.

Perhaps too honourable. Rodan often felt it was her sense of honour that took her from this world, rather than an Outcast.

He sat stirring a large pot of green liquid that perfumed the house with its stench. He would use it later along with the rest of his concoctions to treat the burns of the injured Vikings.

His young daughter sat at his side, playing with a wooden dragon quietly as he worked. The house suddenly shook and Rodan stopped his work. A fearsome roar emanated from above the roof and young child crawled closer to Rodan, pressing her face into his leg in fright.

"It's alright Ryyan," Rodan placed a hand on the child's sable coloured hair, "You're safe here."

She looked up at him and nodded, but still clung to him. Rodan moved the black pot away from the flame for the medicine to cool.

"It smells funny." Ryyan muttered.

"Go on. Have a whiff." Rodan brought a small spoonful closer her, "What do you smell?"

Ryyan scrunched up her little button nose. Rodan chuckled, "You'll need to know these things lass. One day you will have to make this."

"When?"

"When I'm stiff and old. This leg of mine will not hold out forever." Rodan absentmindedly rubbed his upper right leg at the thought of the old wound.

Ryyan gave a huff and sat up on her knees, examining the cooling liquid. "There's ... Comfrey ... sap from a Loki tree ... and Barberry?"

"Very good Ryyan."

The little girl smiled, and for a moment it seemed she had forgotten about the dragons. That is until to door crashed open. Ryan screamed and hid her face again. Rodan turned and faced the intruder, who happened to be the chief of the village, Stoick the Vast.

He barely fit through the door and blocked the view of the battle outside, which Rodan was grateful of. At Stoick's stood a boy so small he appeared to be made of twigs, covered in black soot.

"Rodan." The giant man boomed, the edges of his fur cloak were singed from dragon fire. "Keep an eye on this one. He keeps sneaking off." Stoick gave the boy a push into the house, who stumbled to his knees.

"Stoick." Rodan stood and slowly limped towards the boy, "Where is Gobber?"

"The damn forge is on fire. The Nadders escaped the traps and lit it up like a candle." The chief threw an accusing glance at his son before turned away to leave.

"Please! I can help Dad!"

"No Hiccup. For once do as you're told and stay inside." Stoick ordered his son. The door slammed shut and Rodan was left was shaking boy along with his frightened daughter.

"Come along Hiccup." Rodan coaxed to boy away from the door. "It's warmer by the fire. Ryyan will keep you company."

Hiccup shuffled towards fire, his head down to hide his frown. This wasn't the first time Hiccup had made a mistake that had led to disaster. Ryyan watched the boy curiously as she clutched her wooden dragon under her chin.

Rodan and Stoick had known eachother for many years, yet their children were but strangers to one another.

"Hello." Ryyan mumbled.

"... Hello." Hiccup mumbled back as he sat down and Ryyan moved aside a little to make room for him. Hiccup kept his eyes on the fire while Ryyan stared at the black smudges all over his skin and over sized green tunic.

Rodan lifted the pot off the hook and took it to his work bench to finish it. The two children sat side by side in silence for a time as the shouting from outside moved further away. The battle had moved towards the docks.

"You're injured." Ryyan finally said, pointing at the angry red rash on Hiccup's hand. He looked down at it before hiding it with his sleeve.

"It doesn't hurt."

"Liar."

Hiccup looked wounded by her words. Ryyan stood up and hurried over to the table to retrieve a cloth and a water pitcher.

"First rule of tending a wound is to clean it." Ryyan was speaking more to herself than to Hiccup while placed the pitcher and cloth down. "Minimises the risk of infections." She ran off again, this time to her father's cupboard. She scanned the many apothecary jars until she came across what she wanted. A tiny red clay pot.

Ryyan peeked over at her father to see that he wasn't looking, but he was still busy with the green medicine. She quickly pocketed the jar and closed the cupboard. A Monstrous Nightmare roared and Ryyan froze on the spot until the dragon passed by completely. She returned to Hiccup, who was holding her wooden dragon.

"What are you doing?"

Hiccup was so caught off guard that he dropped the toy. The already fragile wing broke off when it hit the floor.

"I I I Iyayaya ... I'm so sorry." Hiccup scrambled to pick up the pieces. Ryyan was lost for words.

"Ryyan. Is everything alright?"

Both children looked over at Rodan, who still had his back to them.

Ryyan took one last look at Hiccup's guilt ridden face before calling back to him, "Yes Dad." She swallowed any anger she had and focused on herself appointed task.

She sat abruptly and went to grab Hiccup's hand. The boy sharply pulled away from her hand in fear. "I said I was sorry, you don't have to ..."

"I'm not going to hit you." Said Ryyan. She took a more gentle approach and asked him politely for his hand. He gave it to her once he was sure she would not hurt him. She wet the cloth and wiped away the dirt on his skin.

"Why are you so dirty anyway?" Ryyan asked innocently. Hiccup bit his lip and used his free hand to fiddle with the fur on his boots. "I wanted to see how hot a Nadder's fire got." He confessed, "I didn't think they would find me."

"Oh."

Ryyan finished cleaning the wound and got a better look at it. The redness had grown a little worse and it had already begun to flake.

"It's only minor, should only take a few days." She told Hiccup as she pulled out the clay jar. She removed the lid and dipped two fingers into it, collecting a small amount of its pale paste. She applied it to the rash with care and it took effect as she moved her fingers back and forth.

"What is that stuff." He asked but Ryyan quickly hushed him.

"It's a special medicine, called Aloe or something. Dad gets it from Trader Johann but it is really rare and only comes in small jars." Ryyan looked over her shoulder then back to Hiccup. "I'm not allowed to use it without permission."

She let go of his hand and cleaned her fingers on the cloth. "All done." She smiled and placed the top of the jar back on.

"Thanks." Hiccup stared at the paste on his hand, transfixed at its colour in the fire light as Ryyan picked up the remains of the dragon toy and stared at them despondently.

She had really liked the toy.

"I could..." Hiccup's mouth started to speak before he was ready to and he quickly shut his together. Ryyan looked at his confused, "Yes?"

"It's nothing ... Nothing at all."

"You could what?" Ryyan pressured him to talk.

"Well I ... could ... try and fix it ... maybe." When he spoke, it looked he was chewing on a rotten piece of salmon. Ryyan almost giggled at loud at the thought.

"But I better not." Hiccup pulled himself away from the girl.

"Why not?"

"All I do is make things worse."

Ryyan frowned. He looked more upset than before. Ryyan looked at the two pieces, then at Hiccup.  
>"You can still try." She held the toy as an offering to him. "Please."<p>

Hiccup reluctantly took the pieces from her and slowly began working out how to attach them back together. Ryyan watched with great patience and enthusiasm as he twisted the wing back into its place, his nibble fingers adjusting the wood here and there. "Okay then, all I need is a piece of string then."

Ryyan pulled the green ribbon that held her braid together out and handed it to him, "Will this do?"

"Yes." Hiccup wrapped the ribbon around both the wings and doubled knotted the ends. The finishing result was a little clunky, but it still worked. "There, not so good as new but ..."

"You did it. Thank you Hiccup." Ryyan gave a little clap of joy at the sight of her fixed toy, her fuzzy curls bouncing along with her. Hiccup was a little unsure how to react. No one ever thanked him for anything before. "Ummm I .. umm..."

"This is where you say 'You're Welcome' and smile." Ryyan giggled as she plucked the toy from his open palm, cuddling it close to her chest.

"Um ... you're welcome ... Ryyan." Hiccup finally gave a little smile. Ryyan returned it tenfold "See you didn't make things worse, you actually made them better." Ryyan was sure he was blushing underneath all the soot covering his cheeks.

Neither of the children had realized that they were being watched for the last few minutes. Rodan's ever watchful gaze observed the two, a soft smile etched his careworn face as Ryyan cleaned Hiccup face. The small boy just sat silently as Ryyan mumbled on and on in an attempt to connect with him, the mended toy now cradled in his hands with utmost care.

Two motherless children. One born to leader Vikings, one born to heal them. Rodan knew this meeting would not be the last between the two, but for what the Gods had in store for their futures Rodan could not predicted. All he could do was watch and wait.


	2. An Injured Dragon

Disclaimer: I do not own HTTYD.

* * *

><p>Eight Years Later<p>

The village had never looked so lively before to Ryyan since the dragons began to live amongst them peacefully. She had been walking back from the docks with a bag full of fresh fish and a small parcel of medicinal herbs when she got caught in the middle of the entire hubbub.

Several Nadders carrying Vikings were delivering materials for house repairs and were crowding the village square. Ryyan had to be extra careful as she ducked under spiked tails to complete her final delivery of the day, but the large beast did not help with their constant moving about.

"Oh perfect. Oi!" Ryyan pulled her bag away from a hungry Nadder only to attract another one. "Careful that's my dinner." She grunted, but the Nadder just gave her a bird like shrill before snapping at the bag again. It succeeded in stealing one fish from her. Ryyan looked for an opening in the herd and practically ran for it when she did. She crashed head first into the door of her desired destination but quickly recovered.

"Excuse me! Ms Hyddi!" She called over the noise. "It's Ryyan!"

The door opened after a few moments. "Ah Ryyan. There you are." Ms Hyddi smiled at the young girl as she handed her the package. "You're a little late today, something wrong?"

Ryyan jabbed her thumb over her shoulder, "Just a little delayed from the traffic jam." The 'jam' in question had started to ease a little as a number of Nadders took of back into the sky. "Oh so now they move."

"Aye indeed." Ms Hyddi nodded in agreement. "That storm took its tool this year." Ryyan knew she was referring to the ferocious snow storm that hit Berk a month ago. Half the smaller houses had been crushed by the sheer weight of the snow and were still being repaired. "Oh, before I forget," Ms Hyddi pulled out a few silver pieces from her apron and handed them to Ryyan, "I meant to give this to your father yesterday."

"Thanks," Ryyan pocket the silver, "How is your mother feeling?"

"Much better now. She will live to see another ten years I believe. Give your father my thanks for the medicine." Ms Hyydi said as she closed the door.

"I will." Muttered Ryyan. The truth was Ryyan had prepared the medicine herself but it didn't matter now. She adjusted the weight of the bag of fish and trudged along home, if she didn't hurry she would lose more to another hungry dragon.

Ryyan let out a loud sigh when finally stepped into the old house. "I'm home!" She set the fish down by the door, relieved to be rid of the weight. "Dad you let the fire die again!"

Rodan came slowing from the back room, his cane clicking along the floor with each step. "I'm sorry lass."

"Don't be, it happens." Ryyan gave her father a smile and began rebuilding the burnt out hearth. It only took a few fresh pieces of timber and a spark to ignite it once more. The young healer stood back from the flames, satisfied with her work, and glanced over at her father. Rodan sat himself at the table, moving so slow it disturbed Ryyan.

"How is your leg today Dad?"

"More or less the same." Said Rodan, resting his cane against the table, "Winter is never kind my ailments."

"All we have here is winter." Ryyan tried to make light of the situation, which worked for Rodan gave a deep hearty chuckle, "True, true. But that storm did some damage."

"Do you want some medicine?"

"No, not today lass."

Ryyan nodded, "Anyway. I picked up some fresh cod from Mulch on my rounds. I thought for dinner ..."

KNOCK KNOCK! "Rodon? Are you in?"

Both healer and his apprentice looked at the door. "Yes, come in." Rodan tried to pull himself to his but Ryyan quickly stopped him, "Don't worry Dad." The door opened and showed the head Dragon Trainer himself, all five foot four of him. "Hello there Hiccup." Rodan said cheerfully. "How can I be of assistance?"

"Hello Rodan." Hiccup stepped into the house and nodded to the healer, then looked at Ryyan and gave a little wave. "Hey."

"Hey." Ryyan returned the gesture.

"Come now Ryyan, he is our guest." Rodan gave her a little nudge. "Okay, okay." She quickly rubbed her dirty hands on the side of her tunic and spoke in a rehearsed but awkward tone, "Can I get you something to drink?"

"That won't be necessary, thanks." Hiccup turned his attention back to Rodan, "I was wondering if you could have a look at something Rodan."

"What's wrong? Is it you're stump again?"

"No, no. Stump is fine." Hiccup shook his head and looked slightly embarrassed. "Actually it's about a dragon. He hurt and I don't know if I should tend to it or not."

Rodan quirked a thick brown eyebrow at the boy's request, "I admit I am limited in my knowledge on dragons Hiccup. Perhaps Gobber would have a better understanding."

Hiccup shrugged, "I did go to Gobber first but he's backed up at the forge with two Zipplebacks and I couldn't think of where else to go."

"Where is this dragon?" Rodan asked.

"At the academy for now, the others should be back to watch over it ... hopefully."

"Couldn't you bring it here?" Ryyan interjected, "Dad, you shouldn't be moving too much if you're in pain." Rodan glanced between the two teens and rubbed his closely kept beard, "How about this? Ryyan, you have a look at this dragon."

"Me? But Dad I ..."

"Think of it as a lesson Ryyan. Now that the dragons live among us it would be helpful to know a thing or two about their anatomy." Rodan did have a point, and Ryyan had been begging him to let her take on more responsibilities for some time. "Hiccup, you wouldn't mind it would you?" Rodan asked the boy, who shook his head. "It should be fine.'

"Alright, just ... let me get a few things." Ryyan grabbed her satchel and walked to the work bench. Ryyan how to clean and dress a wound on a Viking, but a dragon? '_What am I supposed to bring_?' She stared at the assortment of medicines, unsure of what would work on a dragon. She eventually decided to bring a small amount of witch hazel and bandages.

"Okay." She slung the bag over her shoulder, "Lead the way Hiccup. I'll be back soon Dad." As she passed Rodan she kissed his hairy cheek.

"Right ... okay so ... this way." Hiccup finally turned and headed out the door, followed by Ryyan. Outside the house Hiccup's dragon Toothless was waiting from them. The Night Fury roared at them, sending Goosebumps down Ryyan's neck and she back tracked a little in fear.

"Easy bud." Hiccup calmed the black dragon down, "It's just Ryyan." He rubbed the dragon's neck, "Oh yeah that's right. Toothless, meet Ryyan. Ryyan this is ... well Toothless."

"Hey there." Ryyan said nervously to the Night Fury. Toothless craned his neck out and sniffed the girl before making a strange rumble in its throat as it stared her down. "Hop on." Hiccup was about to jump onto Toothless' saddle before Ryyan stopped him.

"Actually Hiccup, could we perhaps walk? I'm not accustomed to the whole, you know, 'flying' thing." She pleaded.

Hiccup at first looked a little dejected but quickly change his expression. "Alright then." He patted the leather saddle on Toothless' back, "We'll walk."

They waked side by side towards the academy, neither one of them saying anything. Ryyan often found herself glancing out of the corner of her eye at the young Dragon Trainer, even catching him doing the same.

'_Well this is awkward_.' Ryyan thought and scratched at her forehead to move her messy fringe out of her eyes. Toothless pushed himself in between the two, making Ryyan even more uneasy than she already was. The dragon kept looking up at her with his large green eyes, like he was assessing her for any possible threat she would pose. They stopped as a herd of sheep were shepherded across the road to a new field. Ryyan finally took the initiative and struck up a conversation. "So ... Hiccup. Dragons keeping you busy?" Ryyan wanted to smack herself. _'Way to make it even more awkward.'_

"Yeah. As ... usual. And how about you and your medical training?"

"I've learnt all I can theoretically. I just need to be more hands on, or so my dad tells me."

"Right. That's great."

Ryyan needed a new topic.

"Which one of your dragons are we dealing with?"

"It's not one of ours. I was taking the guys through a training exercise through the forest when I found what Fishlegs thought was a flaming squirrel."

"A flaming squirrel? Really?" Ryyan folded her arms together and stared at him.

"That was my exact reaction." Hiccup pointed to her stance. They started walking again once the herd had passed, "It turns out it was a just small dragon."

"Like a Terror?"

"No. Actually its nothing like any dragon I've seen."

"What do you mean?"

"You'll understand when we get there." Hiccup said nothing more on the matter.

Ryyan puffed out her lips and looked back down at Toothless, who was still eyeballing her. "I don't think your dragon likes me."

"What? Toothless?" Hiccup rested a hand on the dragon's head, "Nah, he's just curious. Sometime all it takes for a dragon to trust you is just to look at you. They can see things that we usually can't." Ryyan noticed the hint of pride in his voice. "I didn't know you were skittish around dragons."

"I'm not. I'm sorry Hiccup, it's just that when a dragon is connected to the term 'Unholy Offspring of Lightning and Death Itself' it does tend to put one on edge." Ryyan admitted, rubbing her forearms. "I can handle the dragons just fine."

They reached the bridge that connected the village to the training arena carved into the cliff and a sudden updraft of cold sea air almost lifted Ryyan up of her feet. It was at times like these she wished she donned a thick vest like most of the other teens did to shield her from the cold.

"Woooowooh!" Ryyan looked up as a large Nightmare dove straight towards the bridge. "Snotlout! Snotlout! Oi Oi Oi!" The dragon came so close to Ryyan she could feel the burning temperature of its skin as it passed down into the ravine.

"Does he ever get tired of that?" Ryyan looked down after the competitive duo, but quickly pulled away from the edge when she so the very, very long drop down.

"Nnnnnnope." Hiccup sighed, watching as Hookfang looped back up towards the sky, "Never has, never will." Ryyan smiled in agreement. She remembered the times she watched Snotlout beating the rest of the children in every game, gloating with each victory.

Hiccup turned and held his arms open to the academy sigil hanging proudly on wrought iron chains over the entrance. "Welcome to the Dragon Academy."

The arena had improved greatly since the last time Ryyan had been there, back when Hiccup changed everything for the sake of a dragon and almost got himself killed for it. The off smell that once lingered was gone and the pens were open for the dragons to come and go as they pleased.

"I like what you've done with the place." Ryyan said. She noticed Toothless staying back outside the entrance, his mouth pulled back to show his many sharp teeth. Ryyan stopped walking and gripped her satchel "Please tell me he's not going to pounce?"

"Ah, not this again." Hiccup ran a hand though his shaggy hair.

"Is he okay?"

"Just leave him be." Hiccup gave Ryyan a little push down into the arena, leaving the suddenly angry dragon to wander off. At the centre of the arena a small little figure hopped around. "There's the little guy." The dragon turned its head and let out shrill when he heard Hiccup.

It was, as Hiccup had said earlier, nothing like she had seen before. It had large head was white while the rest of it was bright orange, down to the tip of its long tail. Its head was crowned with a set of large horns and its yellow eyes where rimmed with orange scales. "Whoa. Look at the size of those horns." Ryyan knelt down to examine the creature but it snapped at her, sending her back onto her behind. "Ow. Well hello to you too."

"He's just nervous." Hiccup knelt down next to her and the dragon climbed up onto his chest. Ryyan adjusted herself to be sitting on her knees and started to mentally motivate herself. _'You can do this Ryyan. How hard can this be?'_

"Okay. Time to make a start. Where is he hurt?"

"I think it's his leg." Hiccup held out the dragon, but he hissed when to Ryyan went to take him.

"Why don't you hold him Hiccup? He seems to prefer you to me."

The boy held up the dragon's wig and Ryyan saw the wound. She pressed her face closer and gently touched the scaly skin. She used her thumbs to pull the two sides of the cut slightly apart, causing the dragon to cry out in pain and nearly take Ryyan's eye out with a talon.

"Hold him please!"

"I'm holding, I'm holding!"

It was long cut that stretched around he's upper thigh, but thankfully there was no immediate signs of infection, only tiny droplets of crimson that leaked from the wound. "It looks like just a slice. He probably cleaned most of the blood himself but it may take some time for the muscle to knit itself back together." Ryyan straightened herself up so she was level with Hiccup, "Where did you say you found him again?"

"Just out in the West Forest." The dragon started to flap a long wing to free himself but Hiccup reached under his chin and gentle scratched it. "Easy big fella." The creature shuddered before going limp in Hiccup's arms, the look of sheer content on his face.

"What exactly did you do to him?"

Hiccup shrugged, "Every dragon has their sweet spot."

"That would have been handier a minute ago." Ryyan took a pinch of witch hazel and patted it along wound. "But I'll keep that little trick in mind for the future." The little dragon remained still as Ryyan bound his leg. "There, that should at least protect it for now."

"Nice. Thanks Ryyan." Hiccup set the dragon onto the ground carefully just as he started to perk up again. The two teens stood up together and watched the dragon sniff and shriek at Hiccup's metal foot. She flipped a braid back over her shoulder as the dragon tried to bite through metal.

"Hey, cut it out."

"I thought you had him tamed already."

Hiccup scrunched his eyebrows together yet Ryyan could see laughter behind his smile. "Are you doubting my skills?"

Ryyan smiled as a sense of familiarity finally fell between them, something Ryyan had not shared with Hiccup for what had felt like years. That peace was cut short by the arrival of the rest of the trainers.

"Hookfang! Slow DOOOWWNNN!"

Snotlout and his dragon were the first to enter the arena, only for the fact that the Nightmare had dove in so fast and had set himself on fire. Snoutlot would have been toasted if he hadn't been flung into the wall, which made Ryyan cringe. The small dragon shrieked and hide behind Ryyan's legs from the larger beast.

'_And here I thought he didn't like me.'_

Next came the twins and their Zippleback and Fishlegs and Meatlug.

"Hey there guys!" Hiccup called the riders over to Ryyan and himself. "You all remember Ryyan I'm sure."

"No. I'm drawing a blank." "Me too." Ruffnut and Tuffnut shrugged.

"Guys, you crashed into my house last week ... literally." Ryyan said.

"Oh yeah. That was awesome, but I'm still certain that Ruffnut did it on purpose." Tuff chuckled, and Ruff responded by pounding his head. "OW!"

Fishlegs edged around the squabbling pair "Now that that has been dealt with, hello Ryyan and welcome to the Academy." The large boy gave somewhat of a bow to Ryyan while his Gronkle grumbled behind him.

"Hey Fishlegs. Just as eloquent as always."

"So what brings you here Ryyan? Have you come to train your own dragon?"

"No, no, no Fishlegs." Ryyan waved her hands frantically in front of her, "I'll keep my feet on the ground for now."

"Oh. Well have you perhaps come to ... to." Fishlegs' eyes dropped from Ryyan's face to her boots when he heard to chirping and growling from the dragon poking in and out of her legs. "Hiccup is that ...?"

"This is the culprit from the forest Fishlegs." Hiccup coaxed him out, "You're ... Flaming Squirrel." The look that came over Fishlegs' face was like Snoggletog had come early that year. Snoutlout and Tuffnut recovered from their respective beatings and gathered round with Ruffnut to get a look. "This is so exciting Hiccup." Fishlegs was practically bouncing on his toes at the dragon at his feet, "It's a whole new species."

"Well, look what Reek dragged in." Snotlout waved a hand at both Ryyan and the dragon.

"It's Ryyan."

"Whatever." Snotlout continued to act like the smart aleck he was and poked a finger at the little dragon. Ryyan bristle a little and picked up her satchel, "I should get going."

"You don't have to rush off Ryyan." Hiccup said.

"Thanks Hiccup but ... I've done all I can."

Snotlout snorted, "Oh what. Did Hiccup have an owie and you kissed it better?"

Ryyan suddenly remembered why she never played with him as a child, he annoyed her too much. Hiccup leaned in close and muttered to her, "Ignore Snotlout, he'll get what's coming to him." Right on cue the little dragon bit the finger Snotlout had been wagging in his face. "Just like that."

Ryyan felt satisfaction in this stroke of karma. "I'm not tending to that."

"I never said you had to." The pair stifled their chuckles.

"Hiccup, there you are."

Ryyan giggles faded with the arrival of Astrid and Stormfly. "Well," Ryyan cleared her throat, "It's getting a little crowded in here and really should be going."

"If you insist."

"I'll see you around then." Only Hiccup seemed to have heard her, as the rest were preoccupied with the new dragon. Ryyan slung the satchel over her shoulder and started walking.

"Hey Astrid."

"Ryyan?"

"Bye Astrid."

Ryyan quickened her pace as she reached the ramp but almost slipped on the smoothed out surface. She got to the top and took a moment to take in the sea air.

"Well that didn't go half as bad as I thought it would." Ryyan felt accomplished, even if it was a minor thing. She returned to a steady pace and headed home, leaving the academy behind.


	3. Examinations and Name Calling

**Disclaimer: I do not own Dreamworks Dragons**

**Enjoy chapter 3 :3**

* * *

><p>Ryyan ate her smoked cod slowly by the fire, savouring the warm taste. It was long past sunset and the cold had settled over the village, the kind of cold that would turned your lips blue by sticking your head out the door for five minutes.<p>

"This is well seasoned Ryyan." Rodan said from across the fire, with the last sliver of fish between his fingers ready to be eaten, "Your little experiment was a success."

"Yeah, it was." Ryyan pick out a small bone she had missed when preparing dinner and resumed eating.

"I forgot to ask, how did your trip to the Academy go?" Rodan got up slowly to refill his tankard and place his plate away.

"It went okay. It wasn't a major problem." Ryyan shrugged.

"And Hiccup? How is he?"

"He's okay ... I guess."

"You guess? Is that your honest opinion or is it the easiest answer?"

Ryyan didn't like the tone of voice her father was using. "Yes it is my honest opinion. We did talk that much so ... yup, he's just okay."

"You speak like he was a stranger and not your friend." Rodan said.

"I'm sorry I was distracted by all the dragons."

"There is no need to be sharp with me Ryyan. I'm just making an observation." He returned to his seat, but not without wincing in pain. "You were so close as children."

'_Yeah, children Dad. We're not ten anymore.'_ Ryyan found she had no stomach anymore and stared at her plate. She still had half her fish uneaten. Such a waste.

"I'm going to bed." She decided and moved before her father could say so much as 'good night' to her. She took one of the lit candles and leapt up the flight of stairs to her room, which was basically the attic. It was just large enough for there to be both a bed and a desk but that was it.

Her desk was cluttered with old scrolls and jars of herbs she had been refilling that morning.

"Probably should finish that." Ryyan placed the candle on the desk and did so. She poured the remainder of her comfrey into a clay pot silently and lined the remaining jars against the wall. Next to them sat a small wooden dragon with a green ribbon wrapped around its wing.

A keepsake from her childhood that only collected dust now.

As she sealed the last lid, she heard a something coming from the outside. A dragon's roar by the sound of it. This was nothing new, the dragons were always howling into the wind. Since she was small Ryyan had been taught what each dragon sounded like in case of a raid, now she just counted off how many times more a Nadder would roar than a Gronkle.

'_Wait.'_ Ryyan swivelled in her seat, _'That wasn't a Nadder.'_

She stood and opened the small latched window in the roof and peered out over the village, ignoring the cold air.

She heard it again. It was far off beyond the village near the forest.

'_What even it is it sounds big, and angry.'_

A gust of wind suddenly came through and blew out the candle, leaving Ryyan in semi darkness.

She let out a loud cranky sigh and closed the window.

She headed to the bed and fell back haphazardly onto it. "Ow! Why do I always forget this thing is solid wood?" It had been a long day and she just wanted it to be over.

xxxx

By chance during the winter months there will be a single day where the sun would over power the frosty air and Berk would experience a summer's day. The next day was one of the rare days.

Ryyan felt re-energized and physically prepare to take on her chores. First order of business involved Terrible Terrors.

In the last few weeks since the dragons began to live on Berk, her father had first noticed a pair of Terrors sneaking around the back of the house. One with deep purple scales and blue belly that was larger than his counterpart, a bright orange and gold Terror. At first Rodan believed them to be stealing their neighbour's fish but when Ryyan found them the odd pair were simply sitting on the roof rafters.

Almost every day at the same time Ryyan would find them in their spot, chirping to one another. So when she went around the side of the house that morning she wasn't surprised.

"I've got something for you two." She said out loud. It was her peace offering to them to keep them away from their own food supply.

The purple Terror climbed down first to inspect the gift. It was only the leftovers from her dinner. Waste no want not in her opinion. She placed the bowel on the ground for them and the red Terror glided down to join his friend. They let out a small puff of flame and the slivers of fish sizzled.

"Handy." Ryyan wrapped her arms around her bent knees and watched the two dragons guzzle down the fish. She actually found them fascinating, while everyone else found them troublesome. She lifted a hand to the purple one, but he scudded away from it and growled at it.

"Okay tough guy." She pulled away and the dragon crawled back over to the bowel. "Just try to OW!" Something sharp dug into her back and went on to shrill into her ear loudly. The Terrors screeched back and took flight.

Ryyan fell forward to her knees and reached around to pull her unknown assailant off her. "Get off!"

"Torch! Torch come back ... oh no Torch."

"Hiccup whaOhff..." Ryyan went face first into the dirt as her attacker pushed off her back.

"Sorry ... and Good Morning Ryyan."

Ryyan picked herself up and spat out the grass in her teeth. "Hello Hiccup." She gagged, "Care to explain what just happened?"

There wasn't much that needed to be explained. Hiccup had his new dragon in his arms and his face was screaming guilty.

"I am so sorry Ryyan. Torch just a little over excited and before I knew it he was on the ground and I ran but then he was climbing and then ..."

"Hiccup, you're rambling."

"Right, sorry."

"It's okay." Ryyan dusted herself down. "So you've given him a name?"

"Yep. Guess who's the lucky trained who has to keep an eye on him?" Hiccup rolled his eyes. "It's no biggie. Dad's okay with it."

"Aaaaannnnddd Toothless?" Ryyan looked around the scrawny boy expecting to see the black dragon, but found nothing, "Is he okay with his new 'friend'?"

"He's a little hostile but I'm sure he'll get over it?"

"Oh ... right." Ryyan stared at the dragon chirping away in Hiccup's arms. It locked eyes with her and glared. Ryyan wasn't sure if it was a defensive 'I-don't-like-you' stare or an 'I'm-not-sure-what you-are' stare. So long as it didn't shot a fire ball at her it didn't matter.

"Are those your dragons?"

"Come again what?"

Hiccup indicated behind her. The two Terrors had poked their heads out from behind the neighbour's house and eyed the fish bowel.

"Oh those two? They're just ... freeloaders. I don't think they belong to anyone, they won't let me touch them."

The red Terror ventured out but was scared off again by Torch.

"Hey. Easy big guy." Ryyan said, but immediately regretted it. The dragon's eyes narrowed and it growled.

'_Oh I am so roasted Viking.'_

But Torch jumped from Hiccup to Ryyan and clung to her tunic. "Ugh okay OUCH!" She tried to pry him off but his talons dug in hard.

"Aw you've made a new friend." Hiccup chuckled.

"Just help me or I'll smack that grin off your face."

"Alright, alright just be calm. Torch is only going to respond to your aggression with aggression." Hiccup instructed. "Just relax, let him trust you."

Ryyan took a deep breath and calmed herself as the dragon's snout pressed into her neck. "Nice dragon, nice dragon."

Torch's talons loosened their grip and Ryyan felt him relax in her arms. Much to her surprise he started ... purring?

"Well look. You're a natural Ryyan." Hiccup said.

"As natural as one can be with a dragon hanging off their clothes. What were you doing, taking him for a walk?"

"I was on my way to the Academy. We're going to examine Torch and determine just what he is." Hiccup took back the dragon from the young healer, "Fishlegs was most adamant about."

"I can imagine."

"So ... wunna come along?"

Ryyan didn't know what to say. "And do what?"

"Well I'll need you to check Torch's leg and plus we have no idea just what he is capable of, so should the Twins or Snotlout do anything ..."

"Hiccup. Rambling?"

"Yes. I know. Sorry."

Ryyan rubbed the back of her neck, her chipped nails scratching the hair of her braids. "I don't know Hiccup. I would just be in the way."

"Oh come on it will be fun."

"You've got to be kidding me."

xxxx

"You weren't kidding."

So Ryyan found herself standing in the Academy for the reminder of the morning as Hiccup went through the Book of Dragons and the other teens helped with the examination. Or rather Fishlegs and Astrid were helping. The Twins just watched and made rather pointless remarks and Snotlout was running his mouth again.

Hiccup closed the ancient book and folded it under his arm. "There's nothing in the book that looks remotely like him."

This news made Fishlegs even more excited. "We even get to determine what it's called. That's ... whoa that's a big responsibility. I don't think I'm ready for that."

"I am. I'm gunna name the snot out of it!" Snotlout said boldly.

Ryyan rolled her eyes. "Oh just let me check the dragon's leg and be done." She mumbled. She didn't want to spend all day listening to Snotlout talking.

She stood next to the table and let the scene play out before her. Hiccup and Astrid weighed and measured Torch while Snotlout, as he promised, spewed out ridiculous names for him.

"Big Wing! Big Span. Big Wing Span!"

'_Oh Thor help me.'_ Ryyan shook her head. She looked up at the stone cliffs surrounding the Academy and spotted the Night Fury perched on one of them. Ryyan wasn't sure if this was normal behaviour or not and went back to viewing the examination. Fishlegs, with great pride, tested out Torch's talons. The paper used was cut up in seconds.

"Look at these talons. They're razor like." He mused.

"Sharp huh?" Ryyan muttered. "Hiccup may..?"But Snotlout cut her off and pushed her aside. "Sharp Claw. Razor Feet. Razor Sharp Claw Talon Feet!"

"Well excuse you Snotlout."

"Hey I'm doing important 'Dragon Trainer' duties here Reek."

"Ryyan." She growled. "Hiccup may I?"

The boy looked up from his book quickly. "Ah sure. Go ahead."

Ryyan gladly shoved Snotlout away and lifted Torch's wing gently. The dragon didn't struggle much to her surprise, and she ran her fingers along the talon. "You weren't kidding Fishlegs." She nicked her finger on the talon and blood seeped from the torn flesh.

Ryyan's mind ignored the pain and automatically started to process all the facts she had. _'Perhaps he had injured himself, but the position of the wound suggests otherwise. Maybe another dragon?'_

She licked the blood off her finger and unbound the bandage around Torch's leg. "Looks like the skin is almost knitted back together." She said. "Give it another day or two and he should be fine."

Torch chirped at her as she pulled the stained bandage away and snapped up the end of it.

"Playful little thing." Astrid said, walking up to Ryyan's left. She nodded in agreement with the girl and tried to unhook the cloth from the dragon's fangs. "Hiccup what are you doing?"

"I'm taking notes and sketching him. Once we determine his basic attributes we can add him to the Book of Dragons."

"Well you can defiantly say he's bipedal."

Astrid crossed her arms and asked in a moment of curiosity, "How can you be sure?"

Ryyan blinked, "Well, his back half is much bigger, I mean look at his legs, they're built to hold the rest of him up. Plus if he used his wings to walk like a Monsterous Nightmare, then he would have claws not talons." She answered as if it was the natural thing in the world.

"You got all that from a cut on its leg." Tuffnut asked, "Cool. I have a bruise on my back you can check out."

"And this one." Ruffnut punched him in the shoulder.

"That's ... not how it works you guys ..." But Ryyan gave up as Ruff continued to beat her twin up.

Fishlegs said something very quickly to Hiccup and went to the far side of the arena, returning when he had found a fish basket.

"And now, the Eel Reaction Test."

Ryyan looked at the teen oddly and lent towards Astrid. "Did he say what I think he said?"

"Watch." Astrid pointed a finger at the dragons sitting by the cage doors. As soon as Fishlegs pulled out a long slimy sea eel, the dragons either backed further away or took flight. Ryyan didn't blame them, eel was never her favourite either. But when the eel was placed before the small dragon, he let go of the bandage and crawled closer to it. Quick as lightning it snatched the eel away from Fishlegs and swallowed it whole.

"He ate it! He ate the eel!" Fishlegs exclaimed.

"Eel Eater! Oh come on it's perfect." Snotlout said.

Ryyan found herself fighting the urge to hit him. "Question. Why is it significant that he ate it?"

"Dragons fear eels just as much as Gobber fears baths." Astrid explained.

"That bad huh?"

Ryyan took a back seat again as Fishlegs and Hiccup tried to get Torch to fly, which involved a hilarious performance of flight by Hookfang and performance of fright by Snotlout. But despite the demonstration Torch just hobbled about in a circle on the arena floor.

"Is he okay?"

Ryyan walked up beside Hiccup, who looked down at Torch with concern. "Maybe he can't fly."

But Torch began to pick up speed and ran in a circle, sparks flying from his mouth.

"Is this normal?" Ryyan watched as the dragon became airborne, still moving in a circle above their heads. None of the teens had seen anything like it. It was like a ball of light spinning round and round until he came back to exactly where he had taken off from.

He chirped happily at the awe struck teens.

"You are one incredible little dragon." Hiccup crouched down and patted his head.

"Did you see how it flew? It spun like a typhoon." Fishlegs said to Astrid.

"And he came back just like a boomerang."

"Hot Spinner!" Snotlout shouted, "Flaming Comebacker!"

Ryyan was officially sick of this, "Why don't we throw in ... oh ... I don't know, Typhoomerang or something." She scoffed.

"Actually," Fishlegs pondered for a moment, "That's not bad. Typhoomerang." He said it with great respect like a hero from ancient legend.

"Um I was only kidding." Ryyan said nervously.

"But it's a good name." Hiccup picked up Torch and looked at her, "I all for it."

"Hey hold on! Reek's not even a member of the Academy, so her ideas should be invalid." Snotlout protested.

"How many times? It's Ryyan you idiot!"

Her shouting at Snotlout must have provoked the newly dubbed Typhoomerang for he leapt out of Hiccup's arms and at Snotlout, biting his nose.

The Twins laughed heartily at his expense, even Astrid and Ryyan just exchanged a look, and a that the examination was over, and once Torch had finally let of Snotlout's face, the riders took their dragons and left for an afternoon flight.

"Aren't you going with them?" Ryyan asked Hiccup as they exited the Academy.

"Well it appears that Toothless is in a mood today." He pointed to the black dragon still perched on the cliff, "So I guess, no flying for me."

"To bad he's not any bigger." Ryyan was of course referring to Torch crawling in front of them.

"I'll walk you home."

Ryyan accepted his offer and the two walk side by side back to the village. They were silent like the day before, but if did not feel as awkward. In fact there was something calming about the silence. When they passed Gobber's forge Hiccup broke it, "You know you can visit the Academy any time you want."

"Well if I get bored I know where to go to see Snotlout get beat up. So ... sure."

"Great."

"But don't think you'll be getting me on a dragon any time soon."

Ryyan was suddenly glad how she had spent the morning.


	4. Dinner and a Show

**Disclamer: I do not own Dreamworks Dragons or any of the characters used. **

**Been a while since the last chappie so enjoy chapter 4 :) **

* * *

><p>It had been a few weeks since the Typhomerang incident and Ryyan had not been back to the Academy. Not by choice, a nasty case of chicken pox had gone about some of the children and between Ryyan and her father they had their hands full. She had seen the other teens from time to time, but the most their conversations ever went to was a simple 'Hello'. Oh in the case of the twins and Snotlout it was, 'Hello, watch out!' before they would cash into the side of a house.<p>

Now that the children were all better, Ryyan had a moment breathe and sit down. She had to take over the last three children when her father's knee kept acting up and she was exhausted.

Of course, a moment's peace was literally a moment, for they were low on herbs and other medicine and the chicken pox outbreak had used up the last of most of their supplies. Ryyan would have to make a list.

With a huff she pulled herself up from her bed and made her way downstairs.

When did it get so dark?

"Dad?" Ryyan called. The healer was closing up the windows.

"Right here lass. Have a good old sleep did you?"

Ryyan rubbed her eyes. Her head was aching. "Sleep? What time is it?"

"The sun is just about to set."

She wanted to punch herself. "Dad, I'm so sorry. I was supposed to make a list."

Rodan just laughed, "Don't fret Ryyan. I already started it when you were at Dunden's. It was the most I could do what with the leg giving me jip."

He crossed back to his chair by the fire, "Though I must admit I have done zilch about dinner I'm afraid."

The teen just shrugged, "I can try to put something together."

"Or, you can go up to the Great Hall." Rodan put forward, "There is still some fish I can have for myself."

"But Dad."

"Go and have a night to yourself. But do be careful it is going to be a cold night."

As bad as it was to leave her father behind, Ryyan did think that a night in the Great Hall sounded nice.

"Okay, but promise me you won't burn the house down kay?"

"Your faith in me is astounding at times Ryyan." Rodan said and waved her on out the door.  
>The sun had disappeared behind the roof tops and the sky had turned pink and purple. Ryyan could already see in the distance a procession of Vikings heading up to the Great Hall.<p>

"Looks like a big turn out." Ryyan said out loud. She took her time heading to the Great Hall, her mind still longed for her bed.

"Must have been a good lonOof!" Something bumped into the back of her legs and she stumbled forward. "Sorry I ... oh great."

The thing turned out to be a sheep. Not just any sheep, it was Fungus. And where there was Fungus, there was Mildew.

_'Perfect.'  
><em>

The bitter old man shuffled around the corner, grunting under his breath in his usual manner. "Stupid dragons, oh. You there girl."

Ryyan cringed. He never bothered to address her by name, only 'girl' or 'brat'. "Yes Mildew?"

"Is ya father done with my medicine yet?"

"No, he is not quite done yet."

"Baa." Mildew spat out, "I was promised my medicine this week. My rheumatism has been playing up again."

"As heart wrenching as that is Mildew, it should be ready in two days. Been quite busy lately."

"Good." He pointed a bony finger at her, "And make sure it one of your father's batches. I won't having any of that garbage _you_ call medicine like the last time." With that he went on his way, and Fungus bleated at her angrily before following.

Ryyan crossed her arms and glared at them leaving. "Cantankerous old coot." She grumbled. Her mood soured and her head still sore, she continued up hill to the Great Hall. Mildew never trusted her around his ailments. One little mistake with the mixture and Mildew went around with some lovely purple spots on his knees for a week. Nothing life threatening, but hilarious none the less.

By the time she had reached to giant doors, the hall was already a flurry of activities. Dragons flew about over the tables and plenty of servings were being passed about. Ryyan looked about in vain for a seat. At the back of the hall nearest to the large tapestry she spotted the Riders and their dragons. The Zippleback was playing tug of war with a salmon while the other dragons looked to be sleeping.

Hiccup, seating at the end of the table with his back to Ryyan, looked deep in conversation with Astrid, who caught Ryyan looking. She must have said something to Hiccup because he swivelled around. He smiled and waved her over. This got the attention of the other teens, who one by one watched her walk over.

"Evening Ryyan." Hiccup said. Astrid gave her a nod, and Fishlegs gave a meek wave.

Ryyan stepped around Hookfang's mass, but the sleeping dragon's eyes snapped open and he lifted his head. Ryyan automatically stepped away in fright as the Monstrous Nightmare stared at her.

Snotlout chuckled from the other side of the table, "Careful Reek. They can smell fear."

"Knock it off Snotlout." Astrid shot at him.

Ryyan stayed still as Hookfang craned his head towards her, sniffing the air about her. She saw his pupils dilate. A positive sign. She risked holding out her hand, to which the dragon nudged it playfully. Ryyan relaxed and gently scratched his snout, his scales humming under her fingers.

"Oh come on, really Hookfang?!" Snoutlout yelled, his arms out in protest.

Hiccup shrugged and moved over in his seat. "What can I say? A natural." At his feet, his dragon Toothless glanced up from his curled up position, blinked twice, then went back to sleeping. As Ryyan sat down, a plate of cooked chicken was passed down to her with a cup of water. She mumbled her thanks dug into her meal.

"How has your day been?" Fishlegs asked her, "I heard about the chicken pox."

"Everyone did." Hiccup agreed.

"The worst of it has been treated, with just two minor cases with Dunden's little girls but nothing serious. A good night's sleep and medicine and they should be fine."

"So, aren't you going to get the pox now?" Ruffnut asked in the middle of putting Tuffnut in a headlock.

"You're such an idiot. She can't get sick, she's a healer." Her twin said with a muffled voice.  
>Ryyan shook her head, "Everyone can get sick. I've already had chicken pox before."<p>

"That's right, when we were eight. Rodan kept you inside for a whole week." Hiccup said

"And you thought I'd been sent away."

"Huh. I thought you were dead." A bone was tossed at Snoutlout's head.

"So Astird," Hiccup went on with their previous conversation to let Ryyan continue eating in peace. "You were saying that you'd like to take tomorrow's training excursive."

"Yeah. I already have a great idea in mind." Astrid lent forward, keen to share it. "Spine Dodging."  
>Fishlegs went two shades whiter. "That doesn't sound too safe."<p>

"Sounds awesome." Tuffnut said once he freed himself from the headlock.

"How it works is we set up an obstacle course and Stormfly will launch spikes at certain points." Astrid explained.

"That sounds ... really dangerous." Ryyan said. Fishlegs nodded vigorously. "I will have to agree with Ryyan on this one."

"It's supposed to help improve our reflexes so when we are faced with wild dragons we are ready for anything," Astrid looked way too excited about it. Ryyan just stared gobsmacked at the teen Viking.

"Ryyan, there's a bit of chicken hang out your mouth." Hiccup pointed to his own face to indicate where. Ryyan wiped a sleeve across her face. "What Astrid is meaning to say is that in some cases it can be very dangerous for us and out dragons so, better to be safe than sorry."

Ryyan poked at the bones on her plate. "So, if I get and influx of hole riddled Dragon Riders tomorrow ... blame Astrid."

The others started laughing.

"What?" Astrid asked, "This will be good for us."

"Look," Hiccup held up his hand and got control over the group. "We will give it a try and see how it goes." He leaned in a little closer to Ryyan, "Though just to be on the safe side, do be prepared."

"Can do." Ryyan went to pick up her cup, but Toothless pushed his head between the two, making strange gurgling noise.

"Easy there bud." Hiccup placed his hand on the dragon's head, rubbing him affectionately. It still baffled Ryyan how the boy and the dragon had such a close bond. "Can I?" She asked curiously. Hiccup nodded and Ryyan placed a hand against Toothless neck. She could feel his pulse beating faster than the average human.

_'A faster pace. Possibly keeps the body temperature regulated to withstand fire and the colder climate. A thick coat of scale, maybe duel layered.'_ Ryyan stored these little cliff notes in the back of her mind.

"Not so scary now is he?" Hiccup asked. Ryyan dragged her hand along his neck, his scales were so smooth.

"You said that all dragon's have a sweet spot." She said.

"To our knowledge." Fishlegs cut in, "All the dragons we've come across have displayed a positive reaction when petted in certain spots. Finding the right one however takes time and an innate understanding of ..."

While Fishlegs was rattling on, Ryyan and moved her hand under Toothless's jaw and gave it a quick scratch. The dragon dropped to the floor in seconds, his tongue hanging out the side of his mouth.

"Well," Fishlegs patted his hands together. "That happened."

"Fast learner." Astrid observed. Ryyan picked up her cup and kept it close to her face to hide the fact she had gone pink. The twins started to get more hostile and were rolling about the floor like children. Snoutlout just sat back and enjoyed the show while Astrid got up and went for seconds.

"You okay Ryyan? You look flushed." Hiccup asked, pressing palm to her forehead.

"Just overworked, that's all." His fingers felt cool against her skin. When he removed his hand she took a good long sip of water.

"Ryyan have you considered training?"

She very nearly spat the water in Fishlegs' face. "Sorry?"

The large boy looked very serious, "I don't see you wouldn't be able to. You seem to be able to handle yourself around dragons very well."

"Fishlegs does have a point." Hiccup added on.

Ryyan felt the colour in her cheeks fade. "I ... don't think I'd have time."

"It could help with your errands. You wouldn't have to worry about taking a whole day getting from one side of the village to the other..."

"Thanks but no thanks." She barked.

Both Hiccup and Fishlegs were surprised at Ryyan's shift in attitude. Her hand around the cup looked tight enough to crack it. "I'll stay on the ground for now." She mumbled pathetically.

Astrid returned with another plate and the conversation went back to training exercises. Ryyan didn't utter a peep for the rest of the evening, but did look up from time to time to otherwise appear engaged in the Riders.

Her head felt like it had been struck with a hammer.

As the noise of in the hall began to die down, Ryyan thought it best to head home. Her splitting headache was getting worse and she was in need of sleep. A good long sleep. The twins and Snoutlout were long gone and tone of the table was a lot more civilised.

"Hey Ryyan?"

The girl blinked and snapped her head up to attention. "Yeah. What? What Astrid?"

"You okay." Astrid asked, her brow creasing with concern, "You look a little ... out of it."  
>Fishlegs and Hiccup both stopped talking and turned their attention back onto Ryyan. "If you still angry about what I said I am sorry to offend you." Fishlegs babbled.<p>

"What? Oh no. No I'm not mad Fishlegs. Just ... tired and plus Mildew ruined whatever was left of my good mood today."

A nod of understanding when about the table. "Yup. Mildew had an uncanny talent for doing that." Hiccup said. Ryyan couldn't agree more.

"Still," He lent to one side, his bangs falling across his eyes. Ryyan remembered as kids pushing them away so that he could see when talking to her. There was no way she could do that now. "You need to make sure you take care of yourself too. Who else will look after our hole riddled Vikings?"

"Shut up Hiccup."

"Yes milady."

Ryyan snorted at the couple. It was an odd couple, but still it worked. "It will take more than hard work and a grumpy old man to knock me." She said, "But, all the same ... thanks for ... you know, caring."

Perhaps another hour with the gang wouldn't harm her.


End file.
